The Eagles of Austerlitz
you love me, I prefer, <mon general.5" At once the cheers
were renewed. And these were taken up by the watchers
at the adjoining fires until "Long live the Emperor!"
rolled all along the seven miles of front. In their enthusi-
asm some of the reckless seized the bundles of straw on
which they had been sleeping and threw them in the fires.
Regiment after regiment followed the example, and the
whole west was encircled with flames as by a swift travel-
ing prairie-fire, turning the snowy shoulders of Pratzen
Hill opposite to wine. And the sleeping Russians got up on
their elbows in the fir copses to gaze down into the valley;
then, growling, "To-morrow Bony will sing another tune,"
rolled over to snore once more.
In the plain below, Lannes turned toward his chief. In
the illumination the features of this favorite of Napoleon
seemed sculptured of granite, but a granite most deli-
cately molded. His bold eyes never fell, even before his
emperor's; and he was not given to flattery. But, "Sire,"
he now said, "you have made a mistake. The greatest
general is he whose soldiers, to do him honor, will burn
their beds on a night like this!"
"Yet, Lannes," dryly replied Napoleon, "Alexander
over there, and all their Majesties in Europe assembled,
assure you I am an upstart. But can they show a 'right*
more 'divine* than that?" and his sweeping gesture took
in the fires and cheers; then, "Good night, gentlemen; rest
well. We shall have need of strength to-morrow." And,
spurring his horses, he sought his tent for a three hours*
nap.
With dawn, a fog, white but with more of gray in it
than the surrounding snow, enveloped both armies. Al-
ready Nappleon was astir.
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